Kennesaw State University

DigitalCommons@Kennesaw State University
Master of Arts in Professional Writing
Capstones

Professional Writing

Fall 12-7-2020

The Sojourner
Adefolaju Edun
aedun1@students.kennesaw.edu

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.kennesaw.edu/mapw_etd
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation
Edun, Adefolaju, "The Sojourner" (2020). Master of Arts in Professional Writing Capstones. 79.
https://digitalcommons.kennesaw.edu/mapw_etd/79

This Capstone is brought to you for free and open access by the Professional Writing at
DigitalCommons@Kennesaw State University. It has been accepted for inclusion in Master of Arts in Professional
Writing Capstones by an authorized administrator of DigitalCommons@Kennesaw State University. For more
information, please contact digitalcommons@kennesaw.edu.

The Sojourner
By
Adefolaju Edun

A capstone project submitted in partial fulfillment of the
Requirements of the degree of Master of Arts in Professional Writing in the Department
of English
In the College of Humanities and Social Sciences of Kennesaw State University
Kennesaw, Georgia.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Acknowledgments

3

Introduction

4

Capstone
Coming to American on My Own Terms

6

Family

20

Secret Admirer

24

Church in The Streets

29

We All Sin Differently

33

Revenge

37

Stolen

41

I Don't See Color

50

Nigeria

56

2

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
I would like to thank my Iyiola Edun for her encouragement and assistance. I would also
like to thank Professor Tony Grooms and Mr. Chris Martin for pushing me to a better
writer. My time in the United States has helped me to stand up for myself and tell the
stories that matter to me.

3

Introduction
Scriptwriting was my segue into creative writing. I never thought that anyone
took the writing profession seriously. I have since realized that everyone cannot be
doctors, lawyers, and accountants — although Nigerian parents would beg to differ. I was

always interested in attending plays with my parents and siblings. I would ask my mother
questions about Nigerian authors such as Wole Soyinka and Chinua Achebe.
Although I wanted to be an architectural engineer, I feel that being a creative
writer developed my emotional intelligence. I started to see the motives behind people's
actions. I started to notice little quirks about myself and others around me. This collection
of creative non-fiction essays expresses my thoughts about family, love, and manhood
from a Nigerian perspective.
To me, a sojourner is a person who leaves his or her homeland in search of
something only to return after a temporary period of staying in a foreign land. The search
for something better led me to the United Kingdom, and shortly after, the USA. Initially,
the reason for my travel was to find better opportunities. I have since discovered that my

success and progress in life depend on my willingness to harness my greatness. During
the process of writing this book, I discovered myself. I left Nigeria in my late teens, and I
have been abroad ever since. I'm in my late twenties now, and my world view has
changed. I discovered that no one was coming to save me or any of my fellow sojourners
living in the diaspora. I have to be bold enough to speak out for myself and others who
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cannot or choose not to. The sojourner attempts to answer questions I found myself
asking while living in Atlanta on borrowed time.
Writing this collection of creative non-fiction essays challenged the
misconceptions I had about how black people chose to live or, sadly, exist. "The
Sojourner" is also an attempt to explain what the American dream means to me as a
prospective immigrant. I make comparisons between my homeland Nigeria, and Atlanta,
Georgia, where I currently reside.
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Coming to America on My Own Terms.
I came to the United States in January 2015 to continue my education after I
dropped out of the University of Leeds in the United Kingdom. Four years before that, I
studied at the college of engineering in Leeds, and I found it hard to balance my school

and social life. I decided to try my hands at something else when I realized that I knew
nothing about engineering before I enrolled in the course. Most nineteen-year old's go to
college because their parents insist that they do. I went to university because that was
what my parents expected. I always imagined that if I ever got a visa to come to the
United States, I would make the best of every opportunity. I was able to secure an
interview date, and I was elated that I would get a fair chance to come to America on a

student visa.
It was the harmattan season in Lagos. The brown sand that characterizes the
harmattan season is blown by trade winds from the Middle East through the North
African Sahara, down to South-Western Nigeria. I woke up three hours before my
scheduled interview. The night before, I had selected one of my best suits to wear. It was
a grey suit, probably the only one I had because I never had a reason to wear a suit.
I picked my brother Sope to drive me because there was no one else to take me
there. Sope and I are like kindred spirits. I feel that we could have been born as twins. His
blind optimism was one of his best traits. Sope and I are only two and a half years apart
in age, and although he is older, he values my opinion. Even our mother can't tell our
voices apart. Somehow, his annoying optimism works for him every single time. His
6

positive attitude always gets him out of the stickiest situations; Sope always sees the light
at the end of the tunnel.
We were both undergrads in different universities in the UK, Sope in the
University of Dundee, and I in Leeds. Sope told me sometime in 2012 that his university
had advised him to withdraw based on his poor attendance record and average academic
performance. As Sope narrated his ordeal to me, the pessimist within me thought that he
would concede to his fate. It is hard for me to admit this, but I am the type of person that
slashes three of my tires when one of them goes flat. The situation looked grim, but I
decided not to let my pessimism rub off on him.
I boarded the first train from Leeds to Dundee, Scotland. It was a Virgin train,
faster than the other train lines that ran the same route. Booking a last-minute train ticket

was hard on my finances as a student. I barely had enough to cover my own expenses, but
for family, I'd be happy to make an exception. Scotland was never attractive to me. It
snowed and rained almost all year round; it was bitterly cold. On my arrival in Scotland,
Sope and I visited the kebab shop to fill our bellies. Right beside the kebab shop was a
corner store where we stopped to buy some apple cider to wash the greasy meal down our
gullets. After we had our fill, we discussed the issues at hand.
"So, how did you manage to get kicked out of Dundee?" I asked Sope in a
commanding tone.
"Folaju, just promise me you won't tell mum?"
I nodded in agreement.
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"I spent my accommodation money for the year and decided to live off-campus.
When we both went back home for Grandma's funeral, my flatmate stole my laptop and
pawned it."
"No use crying over spilled milk lets type this email up. Time is not on our side."
Sope and I devised a plan to keep him enrolled in his political science course. I

would have to make sure that we explained to the dean that extenuating circumstances
were behind his poor attendance record and grades. I knew that the dean understood that
rules need to be flexible to not exclude students who were willing, able, and ready to
learn. Magically, our email worked. The dean saw reason with our explanation. The dean
placed Sope on academic probation. Sope sailed through and graduated a year later. Sope
was and is still the comeback kid.
In late 2014, I would need Sope's optimism on our trip from Lekki to the United
States Consulate. I arrived at the embassy early with all my documents completed. As a
young person from a third world country, getting a United States visa was like winning
the lottery. I had to prove that I had enough financial support from my sponsor by
providing supporting documents. I had to prove that I would be studying and not seeking
greener pastures like most Nigerian youths wanted to do.
There had been rumors that there would be a civil war. The incumbent president,
Goodluck Jonathan, would not be reelected. The impending civil war meant Nigerians
had more of an incentive to leave before the election. Embassy staff would have to
scrutinize visa applications. I proceeded to the United States consulate on Walter
Carrington street in Victoria Island. The atmosphere was tense, with police officers
8

everywhere. There were concrete barricades that all the cars had to navigate. I knew
somewhere in my heart of hearts that the likelihood of getting a visa approved would be
slim to none, I put on a brave face, nonetheless.
After stringent checks at the embassy entrance, I proceeded along the main
building's long pathway. It was on this narrow path that dreams were made and
destroyed. To my left were well-manicured lawns and several bombproof vehicles that
the diplomats used as official vehicles. I knew they were bombproof because, as a car
enthusiast, I researched to see why their vehicles had an enclosed back door and thick
blue windows.
The same path used to walk into the building would be the same path were
rejected applicants would take the walk of shame with shattered hopes dreams. I think it

was the fact that most Nigerian non-immigrants had no intention of returning to the
hellhole that Nigeria was fast becoming. The former US Ambassador to Nigeria, John
Campbell, predicted in his book Dancing on the Brink1 that Nigeria would not make it
past the year 2015. The stench of insecurity was unmistakable. The radical Islamists in
the North and the Niger-Delta militants in the South-South were threatening to destabilize
Nigeria. Both groups were about to destabilize the nation that we all called home.

Nigerians were at their wit's end, and most people decided that it was time to relocate to
other countries, be it legally or illegally. As people often say, the end justifies the means.
Here I was, sitting in the frigid room where my intentions would be questioned by
an embassy official who could make the ultimate decision about what my life was to
become. The officer had no incentive to approve or deny my visa; whatever decision he
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made would neither affect his paycheck nor his sleep. To him, I was just another Nigerian
opportunist who would try and cheat and manipulate to get his way.
"What are your plans when you get to the United States?"
"I plan to attend a film school where I will be studying media production in
Atlanta."
I found the question odd, being that it said so on my i20 document.
"Do you plan to return to Nigeria upon the completion of your degree?"
"Yes, Sir, I'll return and start my own media business," I replied.
I knew in my heart of hearts that the opportunities in Nigeria were few and far between.

I'd be foolish to think that Nigeria would be any different upon my return. I decided to
tell the consular officer what he wanted to hear. I hoped that he would sense my
determination and how hard I was willing to work in the land of the free.
"You know this is a four-year degree, right?" the consular officer said to me.
"Four years won't be so long if I'm studying what I love."

The consular officer deliberated for about two minutes; he typed, typed, and kept typing,
then finally, he looked at me.
"Come back on Thursday to pick up your passport."
I would now have the chance to redeem myself from my past mistakes, and maybe this
time, I would make the best of the opportunities that would eventually afford me.
10

As a Nigerian child, I fantasized about living abroad; the America I saw in the
movies was appealing. I always thought that my uncles and aunts who lived in the
diaspora were doing far better than the relatives they left in Nigeria. I think the highlight
of my summer holiday would be when Uncle Olu handed out baggy t-shirts, toiletries,
and other American made items. The average American would not view such things as
luxuries, but having anything foreign was a novelty to an African child. Uncle Olu would
make us peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, which would eventually be washed down our
throats by ice-cold Kool-aid.
I guess what I didn't know at the time was that America and Americans thrived
off the credit system. Even though Uncle Olu appeared wealthy outwardly, he was far
from rich. He could never afford to retire because his bills would never stop. Uncle Olu
was a very eccentric character. His signature outfit was a dashiki paired with blue jeans
and a pair of tennis shoes, day-in, day-out. We all used to make fun of his weird dress
sense. He was very generous and cared deeply about everyone. Uncle Olu treated his
nephews, nieces, and domestic staff with equal respect. I think his lifestyle and generous
spirit led me to believe that money was easy to make in the United States.
**************************************
I landed in Atlanta in January 2015; I visited the city many times before, and I
knew my way around. On this occasion, Atlanta felt different. This visit wouldn't be a
short three-week trip. I would have to leave home three hours earlier to make it to
American Intercontinental University located in Dunwoody. I had no car at the time, but
that didn't weaken my resolve. Being an older student, I was more determined to graduate
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than some of my younger colleagues. I thought the difference between us was that I
wanted the degree more than they did. At that time, I did not realize that being enrolled in
school as a minority was a delicate balancing act. Some of them needed to work
throughout the course of their degree. They could only take part-time classes due to
complications with their funding and financial aid. I was lucky that I paid out of pocket
tuition. I later understood the privileged I had when I realized that all I needed to do was
study. A three-hour commute was merely an inconvenience.
I would usually wake up at six am to make it to Dunwoody in time for my
morning classes. Before enrolling in film school, I was never a morning person. Still, in
trying to get an education, my morning sleep was something I was willing to sacrifice.
Most Nigerian youths did not have the opportunity to be educated abroad. I reminded
myself that most of my agemates in Lagos were still writing university matriculation
exams. I was twenty-three, and I had another shot at attending university in a country
with electricity, security, and water. My university lecturers would seldom call out of
lectures, so the least I could do was to make sure I was there on time, willing, able, and
ready to learn. I would walk from my subdivision to the bus stop in front of the beauty
supply store at the Camp creek marketplace. I was usually greeted by the occasional deer
eating grass on a neighbor's front lawn or a possum rummaging through a trash can. That
bus stop was the fastest way to either Eastpoint station or College park, depending on
what bus came first. After I arrive at the station, I'd then ride the Northbound train about
fifty minutes to North springs station. The university had a shuttle to pick us up because
they knew most of the school students were low-income individuals who did not have
reliable transportation.
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I looked at the United States as the land of opportunity. After I settled in, I
realized that most things immigrants would want to do required legalizing their status. A
person would have to be a legal resident to register an LLC. To work under a student
visa, I would have to check in with my designated school official to make sure I could
work. Even with work authorization, an F1 student would only be allowed to work for
twenty hours every week. I dug myself into a state of perpetual want by thinking that
things would fall into place, and just maybe by some weird stroke of luck, I would make
it into the big leagues. For me attaining financial independence and making a name for
myself in the movie industry was one of my early goals. I knew that some of my
extended family had counted me out and gossiped amongst each other that I would never
amount to anything. I graduated from a four-year course in two and a half years with
honors. All the while, I never informed any of my extended family that I enrolled in
university. I chose to surprise them. They had all counted me out.
"Help me congratulate Folaju on his graduation. I'm too ashamed to comment on
his Facebook wall," Uncle Bolaji said to my mother.
She relayed his message, but I could not blame him; sometimes, our blood
relatives are the ones who don't want to see us succeed.
The truth is that as a non-immigrant from Nigeria, the fastest way to realize my
dreams would be to marry a United States Citizen. Marriage wasn't something I wanted
to entertain, at least not when I was still under the age of thirty. My American dream has
always been to have a family with two children, a big back yard, and a small house. I
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would have loved to have a dog if I could compromise with my future wife. Maybe I was
too anxious, and everything would fall into place eventually? Who knows?
I told my mother that I wanted to have the best of everything America had to
offer. The only thing standing between me and my dreams was that I was on an F-1 visa.
Ma was what everyone called my mother in our family. That was her nickname. Even
some of her close staff called her "Ma." It was nearing the end of my undergraduate
degree. With no woman in sight, the option of getting a green card was out of the
window. My mother kept saying that issues will often resolve themselves and that all
great things take time. I don't know if I believed her or if I could envision my end goals
within reach. I had to weigh the negatives and positives of getting married and starting a
family. I wasn't expecting that a permanent residence card would fall into my hands. I
knew I would have to work for it; I just couldn't fathom how everything would all play
out.
The America I saw was starting to look different from the one I dreamed about. I
saw that black people had no value in the eyes of their oppressors. I saw the income
disparity firsthand. black women depended on food stamps to feed their children. People
could only afford to make large purchases with their tax returns. I suppose the fact that I

lived on Atlanta's southside meant that I could see the poorer parts of the city for myself.
In Nigeria, my thoughts about life came from a place of privilege. In America, I would
have to put aside my middle-class upbringing and get into "trenches" with everyone else.
Making an honest living in America would depend on the bonds I could build and
a strong work ethic to prove that I was the right man for the job. Workplace rules in
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America are far different from Nigeria. I noticed that American employers wanted to
maximize efficiency, so they kept an eye on staff to ensure that they worked for every
dollar paid to them. In Nigeria, things were much different, and a job was not a full-time
commitment. A schoolteacher could also be a farmer after school hours and on weekends.
A banker could also be an independent salesman for washing machines. It was not only
permitted to have multiple streams of income; it was encouraged. There is a Yoruba
proverb that says, ona kan o woja, lo mu teacher teko, which literally means that the
teacher sells corn pudding because there are various routes to the market. This proverb
means that necessity is the mother of invention, and desperate times call for desperate
measures.
I applied for Optional Practical Training after my graduation out of sheer
necessity. I wanted to stay in America a little longer. I knew that I was underemployed
while working for a media production company because the job was too stressful. The
pay was more or less minimum wage. I heard rumors that white staff members were
doing far less work for far much pay. Some of them had less technical experience and
nothing more than a high school diploma. I could not ask for better pay because I was
scared that my F1 status would be in limbo if the company let me go. My OPT conditions
meant that I had to work more than forty hours a week to stay in the land of the free.
It felt more like slavery, but this time, the African was being paid. Honestly, I got
paid what I negotiated; I had the chance to take it or leave it. Some of my coworkers
started to notice that I got preferential treatment. The office staff would place me on the
gigs paying the most money. They knew that I had the drive to work. They did not know
that I was scared of returning to Lagos, not having achieved my American dream.
15

I started to place myself in the shoes of African American men who provided for
their families with the proceeds of physical labor. I had a degree and no extra mouths to
feed at the time, so I considered myself lucky to even have a means of providing for
myself. I wondered if this was the kind of physical labor my relatives in the diaspora had
to do to put food on the table.
I once read somewhere that there are only two types of working men, those that
shower before work and those that shower afterward. Working for the production
company made me the latter of those two men. I do not mean to put down blue-collar
workers in any way; I just felt that the amount of effort it took me to make a few dollars
was not worth the time I spent working.
I started to think that maybe I could build my American dream in Nigeria or some

other West African country. Every country has its downsides. Sometimes home is where
you are most comfortable and can live without wondering what your next move would
be. As an immigrant, I knew that any misdemeanor or criminal violation could be the end
of my American dream. I would have to be careful about where I went and who I was
with. I think my American friends had the luxury of getting in trouble and knowing that a
short jail stint or traffic violation wouldn't lead to deportation. Even a lapse in attendance

in my university classes could lead to an F1 status violation. Although I knew that some
of my Nigerian friends had achieved their American dream in far less time, I tried my
best not to make comparisons. I knew that I wasn't privy to aspects of their lives.
I told some of my black friends who were contemplating moving back to the
motherland that if Nigeria was better than America, I would not be trying to achieve my
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dreams over here. I know for certain that living and doing business in Nigeria would be
harder. Still, at least, my mind would be settled, not thinking about how hard it would be
for me to become an American green cardholder.
The best way to hide something is to leave it uncovered in plain sight. Western
nations meddle in African politics only because of their economic interests. Nigeria
degenerated into its current state because our leaders are traitors who would rather stash
their loot in foreign accounts than to build industries in their homeland. These industries
would ensure gainful employment for Nigerian youth such as myself.
The America I experienced wasn't what I envisioned it to be. How can America
care about starving children in Africa when there are children in Atlanta going to bed
hungry every night? How can America give Africans medical aid when their citizens

cannot afford life-saving medication? There is a conflict of interest; we must scrutinize
their motives because it seems suspicious. Nigerians flock to various embassies looking
for greener pastures elsewhere. If we had a county that cared about us, I think the story
would be very different.
When a person has leverage, then that individual can demand his/her birthright.
How can Nigerians command respect in America when they come from a country where
their wants and needs do not matter to the same officials they elected. Some people look
down on Africans just because they see themselves in us. All life started from the
motherland. If one continually views one's origins as inferior, then there are more
significant psychological factors at play. If Nigeria was a country where citizens were
respected, there wouldn't be so many Nigerians trying to come to the Western world,
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searching for greener pastures. Sub-Saharan Africans will continue to be seen in the
worst possible light if our leaders do not put the citizens' interests first. A man cannot
attain public respect if his household is not in order. I must confess that sometimes I
hesitate to tell people I am Nigerian because of attached stereotypes.
I once had a friend say,

"Gosh, I have never met a fat African before."
I don't know if I was more surprised that Kara called me fat or perplexed that she
thought all Africans had to be skinny and malnourished. Kara was a neighborhood friend
who was as interested in music as I was. We used to record songs in my makeshift studio.
Kara was an IT professional. Strangely enough, she had been to Nigeria to visit a pen pal.
I suspect that Kara met this friend through a romance scam. Because she mentioned that
she had sent him money to pay some of his bills and decided to visit to see if her pen pal
put the money to good use, I could not blame my American friend for echoing such
sentiments. Kara's perspective was shaped by the UNICEF advertisements that
subconsciously program people in the developing world to think that an African child
requires assistance. The media depicts the typical African child with a protruding belly,
skinny limbs, and flies swarming around his/her face for added effect — all signs of
malnourishment.
I am a citizen of no other country than my beloved Nigeria. I must make it my
prerogative to ensure my children do not have to go through the same struggles. The
struggle of trying to fit in when you were born to stand out. The battle of trying to
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normalize my legal status in a country that wants me to throw in the towel and return to
my homeland.
The thought of returning to Nigeria crosses my mind from time to time. However,
I haven't given up on my American dream. America has many opportunities but no lawful
means to get any of the outcomes I desire. Now that I think about it, it is within the same
line of reasoning that foreigners come to the United States to guarantee that their children
get birthright citizenship. I wouldn't be as worried about my legal status if my parents
gave birth to me in the US. If my mother came here as a medical tourist, I know my
future would have been more secure. I would have found it easier to come to America on
my terms and return when I saw fit. All I ever wanted before I came to the United States
was to have the best of both worlds. America and Americans should place themselves
first, front, and center. America can use whatever it has left to help those in need, but the
citizens should first reap their country's benefits. If I ever leave this great nation to live
elsewhere, I want to make sure it is on my terms.
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Family
Celebrations in Lagos start with prayers and the slaughter of a chicken, cow, or
goat. Most times, my mum and sister would help with the preparation of the food. No
celebration in Nigeria is ever complete without the smoky reddish dish known as the

Jollof rice. Every Nigerian knows that the Jollof rice at most parties is worth its weight in
gold. Celebrations in the tropics always came with no strings attached. There are no
budgets or guest lists. We cook till the food runs out. There is always enough food for
family, friends, and acquaintances. Parties are open to all, and some people attend the
events of celebrants they do not know. Those uninvited guests would usually get dressed
and walk around the neighborhood, hoping to stumble across a celebration in need of

their food eating "services." My mother and sister usually made other dishes to
accompany the Jollof rice. Uncle Bolaji would often be the only man assisting them, he
was a good cook, and everyone in the family could attest to his culinary prowess. Most
men in Nigeria still see cooking as a chore for women — a patriarchal assumption
predicated on outdated ideals.
I feel that food and celebrations strengthen bonds between friends and family.
One such friendship was that which I had with Shanelle. We were in AIU Atlanta's media
lab when I first met her. She came up to the university to finish up some video-editing
work. She was there with her 1st daughter, Chloe-Rae. I thought she had a protruding
belly, but I couldn't muster up the courage to ask as it would be bad taste to assume.
Shanelle reminded me a lot of my sister, Anike. Shanelle was beautiful; she had caramel
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skin and a smile that could melt the Antarctic permafrost. The Avid media lab computers
were always a hit or miss. Sometimes the computers would work as they ought to, and
sometimes they would not. It contained about fifteen ancient Macintosh towers, with
green walls and the teacher's desk in the front right corner. The room was always colder
than the others in the building. I had seen Shanelle a few times walking around campus,
but we never had a reason to have a conversation. The very day would be our first
encounter.
"Can you help me figure out how to export my final video?" she pleaded.
"Certainly, I can."
I was short on time that day; nevertheless, I helped with Shanelle's request. In all
honesty, I couldn't spare any more time as my professor had no time for my constant
excuses as to why I was yet to hand in my class assignment. I'll be the first to admit that I
have always been a lazy student who would do just enough to get an A or B grade.
"Please don't be offended by Chloe's loud munching."
"That's not a problem," I said with my gaze fixed on the computer screen.
Talking to Shanelle that day was effortless. Before enrolling in media production
school, I was the type that never wanted to socialize. I had severe social anxiety and
would break out in a cold sweat whenever it was time to communicate with classmates
that I deemed to be way cooler than me. Naturally, after that icebreaker, we developed a
close friendship. Shanelle and I collaborated on a few screenplays and filmed a few short
stories, which we eventually pitched. Shanelle could write circles around anyone I know,
21

to date. Shanelle was a self-published author before she had enrolled in a certificate
program for scriptwriting. We became so close that I got to know her mother while
working on one of her movies. Shanelle's mother was Wendy Williams or Miss Wendy
like I addressed her. For the most part, she was a pleasant person, and at some point, I
started to feel more like her son. Even Chloe-Rae, Shanelle's daughter, seemed to think
so.
"Mom, he looks like Uncle Ron!"
"He's not your Uncle," Shanelle said.
"But he looks just like him."
Shanelle felt embarrassed and apologized, thinking that I took offense to what

Chloe-Rae said. I assured her that I wasn't. I knew that children were brutally honest. I
had two young nephews at the time, and I was up to speed which their antics.
Ms. Wendy looked like an older version of her two daughters. She told me about
how her husband died in his 30's and that she hadn't been the same since.
"Ade, I miss him; I don't think I can love anyone else," she once said with teary
eyes.
I spent four out of five of my thanksgivings in the United States at Wendy's
house. Wendy was a decent cook, but I always knew that Shanelle and her younger sister,
Erykah were far better cooks.
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I met eventually met Shanelle's later-to-be husband, Anthony, who was her
boyfriend at the time. For the life of me, I couldn't understand why Anthony wouldn't
marry her after she had birthed two beautiful children for him. The first time I met
Anthony, Shanelle, and I were outside talking. As I was about to leave, Anthony blocked
me in and came down from the vehicle and kissed her while looking sternly into my eyes.
I guess it was that moment he realized that he would lose her if he did not tidy up his act.
He gave me a look to let me know that this was his woman and that I should
observe the bro-code and back off. I had no intention of covering this man's wife. The
fact that we had similar interests meant that we would spend large amounts of time
working on scripts and talking about our dreams and aspirations. However, I did lessen
my interactions with Shanelle as Anthony was suspicious that I had taken an interest in
his woman. Sometime in 2020, Shanelle opened up to me at Chloe's birthday party that
their relationship was on the rocks, and they both decided to take a break.
I think what drew me to Shanelle's family was the fact that they saw life from my
point of view and offered to accept me as a son, brother, and uncle. Family are the people
who you choose to make sacrifices for, knowing that they would do the same for you.
Celebrations are an excuse to eat and make merry, but we build a true family with the

conscious choices we make. My biological family will always be important to me. Still,
the bonds I choose to uphold while away from Nigeria are equally important.
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Secret Admirer
One of the bonds I formed while in graduate school was with Donald. He was in
his first semester of graduate school, and as one of the few black men in the department,
it was only right for us to interact. His dress sense was impeccable, at least in my opinion.

His signature outfit was a laundered dress shirt paired with khakis and leather dress
shoes. Donald had a skinny build and he was almost six feet tall. He told me that he
graduated from Valdosta and was in Atlanta for graduate school. Donald piqued an
interest in a cookbook that I was designing for a class project. Our mutual interest in food
and African culture was what brought us together. Ultimately, he extended an invitation
to his house to work on a group project, moving from an acquaintance position to a

friend.
"Hey Ade, would you like to come over tomorrow? We could work on our class
project," Donald said as he lowered his nerdy glasses.
I was not really open to the idea of visiting friend's houses, so I was hesitant to take him
off on his offer.
"There's going to be food; my roommate is Steve Harvey's personal chef."
With that one statement, my presence was guaranteed. Donald was younger than me, but
I always thought he acted more mature for his age. Donald would ask me for advice on
life, school, and relationships as our friendship grew.
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After our meeting that evening, Donald opened up to me about his girlfriend at
the time.
"I can't cope with the pressure of graduate school, as well as commuting back to
Valdosta to see Nia."
I looked him straight in the eye and asked him one single question. Donald's reply

would seal the fate of his relationship.
"When you think about your life five years from now, do you see yourself in a
committed relationship with Nia or married to her?"
Donald pondered for a little while; I guess he found it hard to respond to my
question. Donald's hesitation was a clear indicator that didn't see a future with her. I

advised him to put himself up front and center, and that relationships work when they
happen naturally. We talked about music and drank some tea, after which I headed home.
Shortly after that, Donald invited me to grab some fast food with him right before
our evening class. We agreed on the location and time, and I was running about 10
minutes late. The afternoon rush hour was getting worse; this was usually when workers
in Atlanta retired to the suburbs of Cobb county after a hard day's work. I kept weaving
in and out of traffic because I knew what I would need more time to eat and still make it
to class on time. I don't know what we were about to discuss, but this meeting with him
seemed important.
I pulled into the parking lot at Cookout and spotted him sitting inside his car. I
like to think that Cookout was a step above McDonald's. The terracotta floor tiles gave
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the room a burnt orange hue. The windows were so wide that the beams of light from the
afternoon sun lit up the restaurant's inside. The chairs were like wooden park benches
sanded down and stained with clear lacquer.
Donald and I went inside the store, where he placed his order right before mine.
The cashier took his order, and now it was my turn. I had only been to Cookout a few
times, so I took more time to order off the menu. The cashier took my order with a huge
smile. She was younger than me, full of optimism and naivety. It seemed like she was a
freshman, and this could have been her very first job. Her hair looked like she had just
jumped out of bed. She was attractive but in an effortless sense. I was once a freshman,
so I knew that this must have been her first experience of freedom and relative
independence. I remember my undergraduate years when I was the CEO of my life for
the very first time. I was in my late teens, and I had absolute freedom with no curfews.
"I think she was feeling you," Donald said in a playful voice.
"Really? I think she was just nice. It's called customer service."
"You must be blind as a bat."
I didn't even pay her any attention. A few minutes after the order, the cashier
called my ticket number. I glanced at my ticket and realized that the cashier's name was
Jammie.
"Would you like a free chocolate milkshake with that?" Jammie said in a soft
voice.
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"Yes, I'll have all three flavors," smiling like a child in a candy shop.
She and her friends kept chuckling and stealing glances at Donald, and I. Jammie
was indirectly expressing her interest in me, and I was oblivious to the fact. Halfway into
our pre-class dinner, Jammie was at it again. Pretending to sweep up litter right beside
our seat, she tried to eavesdrop on our conversation.

"Look! She came over here to listen to our conversation, Holla at her." Donald
whispered to me.
"Trust me, she doesn't want me; I'm a heathen, she'll be just fine," I said to
Donald. I explained that Jammie and I's age difference was far too significant to result in
anything meaningful.

I think Bob Marley said it best, not in this exact way, but he still said it,
"Only a wicked man will arouse a woman's affection with no intention of loving
her."
I felt it was more honorable to let her have the full college experience, perhaps
dating someone within her age range. I had those experiences already as I was already a
graduate student. I wasn't going to be interested in the things Jammie would want to do or
even the places she might have wanted to go. Twenty minutes until the start of class, I
bade her farewell and thanked Jammie for her generosity. Will I go back there or not?
Who knows? Only time will tell. I feel that sometimes some men view women as a
conquest neglecting their emotions. I had no intention of being in a relationship with her.
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I had my fair share of relationship troubles with my girlfriend. My motive was to try and
fix that relationship instead of moving on.
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Church in The Streets.
I had always taken people at face value for the longest time. I would not doubt a
person's words unless their actions showed otherwise. Sometimes, I am guilty of judging
people based on preconceived notions. I think that sometimes my emotional intelligence

gets the best of me. I notice the smallest details, both implicit and explicit. As my life
experience grows, I see that I must unlearn certain biases. I feel that we can only learn
about others through our interactions with them.
One Sunday morning, I woke up late for church; I decided to take a shower and
head out. I had two missed calls from my friend Osas who invited me to her church. She
wanted to make sure I came to church early, so she asked me for a favor.
"Ade, why don't you bring some ketchup and hotdog buns for the kids on
Sunday?"
I knew what she was doing; she knew that I wasn't a churchgoer. I was
committing myself to 3 hours of church shenanigans with a thirty-minute sprinkle of a
sermon somewhere in between by entertaining her request. Pentecostal Nigerian churches
were not my forte; neither was any other denomination. I felt that the church had become
more about socialization other than preaching Christ's gospel.
As the heathen I had become, I woke up late, as I did on any other Sunday.
Nothing about today would make me change my routine; after all, I've come to view
churches as a business. I left the house and headed off the ramp from exit two on to 285
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South. Atlanta natives had become too comfortable with I-285 being in a state of
perpetual maintenance. Even before I moved to Atlanta for college, the highway was
always undergoing contsruction. A little more than five miles down the road, I heard a
loud bang as my tire blew out. My heart sank. It was time to use all the driving safety
videos I had watched in the last five years. I knew that due to my vehicle's speed, it
would be foolish to press the brakes. I mustered up the courage and held the steering
wheel as though my life depended on it – it probably did. I managed to drift across the
concrete pavement, ultimately settling at the hard-right shoulder. Unbeknownst to me, my
right driver's side tire had picked up a nail a day before.
After my brush with mortality, I called the GDOT Highway Emergency Response
Operator hotline. I initially called them with no luck. On the second call, the operator
explained that the HERO driver was having trouble locating me. I called them again; this
time, they saw me on the camera monitoring system and were able to send a HERO
operator to assist me.
The HERO finally arrived. I was excited that I wouldn't have to put myself in
danger as the blowout was on the side of the road facing oncoming traffic. I signaled to
the HERO; he drove over and walked to the front of the car.
"Why can't a grown man change his tire?"
I felt insulted. I assumed that people like him perpetuated the fallacy that changing a tire
or fixing a car somehow made you more manly.
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"It's too risky trying to the tire by myself as the blow out is facing the flow of
traffic," I replied.
I must confess that I felt like he was a red neck, being that we were in the
"South," and I didn't want to inflame the situation. I usually avoided making calls to
police or any first responders because of my distrust of government employees. I noticed
that he kept looking inside the car, presumably figuring out if I had something else going
on. When you are a black person in the United States, you have to tread with caution. I
could not trust him, solely because he was white, and although I was prejudiced, I was
happy that he helped me get back on the road.
After he changed my flat tire, I thanked him repeatedly, but he stressed he was
only doing his job. He went on to tell me that he had a black wife, two black, two white,

and two mixed-race children. I still wonder why he felt the need to tell me that he was
married to a black woman. Maybe he knew that I was trying to figure him out, and odds
were not in his favor?
He also stated he had a multiracial extended family and was in support of better
race relations. He shared his political views and stressed that all races had to treat each
other equally. He said that both black and white people are immigrants in the country,
and no one had the right to tell anyone else to leave. I wanted to correct him and tell him
that the whites were immigrants, while most black people in the states were stolen and
transplanted--mostly against their will.
I knew that if we were to tell him my real thoughts on immigration and systemic
oppression and racism, we would be standing by the roadside for the next three hours.
31

The plight of African Americans was far too lengthy to be consolidated into a thirtyminute conversation. Then he hit me with a bombshell, he calmly told me,
"Your life should be as important to me as mine should be to you."
I wasn't expecting that at all! Here is a man who works ten-hour shifts offering
free government services to people who wouldn't even say thank you. He treated me with

the utmost respect. We spent more than thirty extra minutes going back and forth about
everything under the sun. I saw firsthand that things were not always what they appeared
to be; this was the message I needed to hear. Maybe my Sunday service was supposed to
happen on the side of the road; there was a lesson that my creator wanted me to learn. I
agree that I am still a work in progress. I have learned that sometimes we need to put our
judgment to the side and interact with people at face value. There is no one size fits all.
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We All Sin Differently.
Are some biases true across the board, or do we instead make generalizations
from our past traumas? Well, I think the latter is true. These were the questions I found
myself asking at the CVS when I went make a car payment. I walked in unassumingly

and proceeded to the cashier. A man walked behind me and said a polite "excuse me." I
was the fourth in line behind two women and one man. The man had picked a few items
and realized he was over his budget of twenty dollars. He instructed the cashier to refund
the bag of chips -- the culprit that had put him over his budget. The younger man stood
beside a woman who was possibly closer to fifty than sixty. Who knows how old she
was? You know what they say about black; it sure doesn't crack. Now, a man who had

walked in behind me earlier when I entered was told that he could check out on the selfservice line, and he gladly obliged. From the way the man was moving, I could sense he
was probably headed to an event before making the pharmacy pit stop. He only grabbed a
drink. He was exquisitely dressed, at least in my opinion. He was wearing a black and
white tunic, paired with black jeans and a black pair of monk strap boots.
The older lady right beside me at the cashier started ranting about metrosexual
men and how men today should pick a side.
"Either be gay or be straight, there are no in-betweens. " The sixty-year-old
woman screamed.
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The cashier looked on as though she was embarrassed or too timid to put the lady
in check. It took me about one minute to realize that she was ranting to the cashier about
the man who was now at the self-checkout counter. I thought to myself, "should a man be
scruffy because he is a man?" Ask any black man, a barber's shop where we get advice,
therapy, and a dose of self-esteem after getting that crispy line-up. The woman went on to
say that her husband had divorced her after she put up with unmentionable behaviors. I
then started to see the bigger picture. I looked beside her and realized that she had all her
belon1gings in the cart she was pushing. It later dawned on me that she was homeless, or
at best—living in a car.
Masculinity in the black community is over-weaponized. Some black men
discriminate against any trend other than the ones set by their fathers and grandfathers. I
will use myself as an example. In Nigeria, it is common for men to wear sandals while
dawning traditional garb. It is frowned upon in some circles as the same type of footwear
is seen as effeminate. So, I exercised caution and retired my sandals to the bottom of my
closet. Suppose people have a different orientation from what you consider to be the
norm? Why not let them be their most authentic selves? Why try to change them and
make them conform? I do not pass judgment on anyone because I know there are areas of
everyone's lives that the world does not see, mine included.
I don't know why her verbal attacks on the metrosexual man angered me deeply.
Was it the fact that I saw my ex-girlfriend's mother in her? Was it the constant emotional
abuse I had experienced from her daughter for a year and a half? Whatever it was, I just
knew that I felt strongly enough to want to stand up for another man, whatever his
orientation was. I said nothing to the woman because I knew she had her fair share of
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problems. Now that I think about today's encounter, I realize that the past Sunday's
sermon was about how we intentionally and unintentionally scar others without realizing
it. I walked out of the store, infuriated. I was not angry at the woman in question because
clearly, she was going through financial and maybe mental difficulties. I was mad
because sometimes, we say things we have no business saying. We judge all from the
actions of some. Let people be who they are; we all sin differently.
I have realized that people south of I-20 predicate masculinity on machoism and
outdated ideals of what a man truly is. When I initially moved to the United States, I had
to stop wearing my skinny jeans and wine-colored shoes because of the looks of
judgment that cisgender men seemed to give me. Back in Nigeria, it is common for men
to wear sandals or open-toed slippers with traditional garb or informal clothes while out
and about. Why do some black men in Atlanta look at other men suspiciously if the
person's sense of fashion is eccentric? Shortly after I began university, I was more
concerned about what people thought about my unorthodox dress sense than my own
comfort. Being a man is about standing on your word, being reliable, compassionate, and
doing right by those who love and depend on you.
I've come to realize that it is only insecure men who worry about how others

perceive them. A man's strength should be measured by how many people he can lift up,
not by how many people he can put down. We must challenge biases everywhere we see
them. I didn't question the grumpy woman because I felt that she was probably not in the
right headspace. I regret not standing up to her. I guess the metrosexual man was used to
being picked on, and he decided not to let anyone spoil his day. I completed my
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transaction and left the CVS with my day ruined because I ruminated over that situation
repeatedly even though it had nothing to do with me.
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Revenge
Someone once told me that revenge was a dish best served cold. The person also
said that Karma would eventually catch up to the wrongdoer. Permit me to ask this
question, what if Karma or revenge would not give me the justice I want? I feel like

everyone should treat people how they would like to be treated. The Yoruba people
always say that words should be treated similarly to an egg. The Yoruba people of West
Africa are a tribe found in countries like Nigeria, the Republic of Benin, Togo, and by
virtue of the transatlantic slave trade— Brazil, Cuba, and Haiti. We are a tribe that
believes in co-existence and living life to the fullest. The Yoruba tribe has always stayed
away from conflict. Yoruba people would rather use spiritual means to resolve issues. I

know Nigerians who practice African spirituality alongside their Abrahamic religions. In
Nigeria, people are either Christian, Muslim, Traditional worshippers, or Agnostic, as is
the case with most educated millennials.
Today I got scammed while trying to sell a phone. I was a bit strapped for cash
and decided to offload a cellphone I was no longer using. The prospective buyer and I
were in communication throughout the day. Every time he called, he seemed not to
remember who I was. I should have gone with my first hunch. The prospective buyer had
terrible reviews on his profile. That alone should have been the only tip I needed to stay
clear of the seller. He drove up to me and was visibly nervous throughout our interaction.
We exchanged items, and then it hit me. The buyer scammed me out of six hundred
dollars.

37

I felt the ground sink around me and proceeded to call the Cobb County Police
Department. I started to think that the detective assigned to the case had heard one too
many these types of cases. Would I ever get my phone back? Who knows? With each
passing day, the cost implication of my loss weighs less and less on me. I was unsure if
the case was going to get the due attention my case required. I feel that Atlanta and its
environs have become a modern-day Sodom and Gomorrah. Criminals from all over
Georgia are taking over, and the various police departments are understaffed and
overworked.
Officer Adams took my statement, although it seemed like he would have instead
put his time to better use. Adams looked like he had just pulled a double shift and was
running off three hours of sleep. Adams ran the required checks on my tag and license
then he came back. Adams was probably wondering why a black man would involve the
police in such a trivial matter. It might have been unimportant to the detective, but I
wanted those scammers off the street. I felt disrespected because the scammers had
fondled my intelligence.
My iPhone loss was still fresh on my mind when my friend called Orok invited
me to his house. I knew Orok for a long time, but somehow, he never felt comfortable

enough to invite me to his house. He lived in Lithonia on the east side of Atlanta. He
wanted a disk jockey for his fraternity brother's wedding. We met at night to discuss
numbers and logistics. I walked into Orok's apartment building and knocked on his door.
He had security cameras set up. Orok seemed like he was very concerned about his
safety. As long as I had known him, he always had a gun within close reach.
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As he opened his door, my eyes caught a glimpse of his Ogun shrine in the dark
corner of his living room. Ogun is the god of thunder, which the Yoruba tribe worship in
southwest Nigeria. Ogun is also the god of vengeance in the case of stolen items, Ogun
was the god to consult. I guess Orok thought that I was one of those Nigerians who
condemned any other religion apart from Christianity or Islam, the two major religions in
Nigeria. Even though most Nigerians are either Christian or Muslim, they would usually
go the traditional route by consulting a Babalawo or Ifa priest when they require answers
or solutions to their problems. After we finished our business discussion, I told him that
two scammers stole my phone. To my surprise, he asked me if I wanted revenge or I
wanted the phone back.
"You can't get your phone back and still want revenge; you have to pick one!"
Orok said.
"I know that my phone is long gone. I would like to teach those boys a lesson they
would never forget!" I said with rage in my eyes.
"Well, teaching them a lesson would have its consequences. Are you ready for the
Karma attached to that?"

I thought about it for at least a minute and realized that invoking Ogun's wrath on those
boys would do nothing but have damning consequences for me; I decided that I'd gain by
seeking revenge. I would leave the scammers to their own Karma.
"They would get what's coming to them, it might take a while, but they will reap
the consequences of their actions," Orok said.
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I don't think I believed him at that moment. But I decided that he was right it was more
important to me not to upset the spiritual laws of action and reward by seeking
vengeance.
Months later, Detective Mathew called me back to say that he was still on the case
and he'd be able to assemble a picture line up. I knew wholeheartedly that any quest for
justice on my part would be a waste of time. The phone was probably long gone. Do I
want justice? That, to me, is a pertinent question. I am not sure that justice would turn
back the hands of time or take away pain felt from losing my phone. I take no joy in
getting revenge. I am heartbroken when it's time to rejoice over an enemy's downfall.
What do I gain when I rejoice at the defeat of my foe?
Revenge can sometimes have unexpected consequences. One ought not to be in

haste to seek vengeance. I have to tell myself to forgive and let things go even when I
know that those who wronged me are neither remorseful nor willing to right their wrongs.
I have wronged people, and people have wronged me. I do not intend to place myself on
a moral high horse. Revenge is a dish best not served at all.
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Stolen
I've been African as long as I can remember. As a child, I didn't know much about
foreigners apart from what my parents told me. They told me the white man had a
different way of doing things. We had to tolerate the white man as he was an industrialist

who built and developed his nation through invention and research. I knew very little
about the white man apart from the occasional statements my mother made.
"Never borrow anything from the white man; if you borrow a dollar, you would
have to pay eleven more in interest".
At ten years old, I decided that I would never do business with the white man. The

math didn't add up in my mind. I viewed such business dealings as a new form of slavery.
My uncles and aunts preferred to source loans from each other through the Yoruba
banking system called ajo. The ajo system is simple; twelve willing participants put thirty
percent of their income every month into a communal pot, and each month, one of them
would take home the earnings to buy land, a car, or start a business.
Another phrase my mother uttered was: amunisin leti osa. The phrase loosely
translates to the one who leads people to the edge of the sea and sells them. Amunisin was
a term used to describe the Europeans who kidnapped and sold numerous Africans into
slavery. These Africans were never to be seen again by their families.
A particular story was told to me by my mother, who heard the story from her
paternal grandmother, Mariamo Ibidere. Mariamo was the high priestess of the Etunwere
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shrine. My mother told me that the Awujale of Ijebuland at that time was an Ifa devotee,
as was the custom with all Yoruba Kings. My mother said to me that the Awujale once
woke up in the middle of the night to hear strange drum sounds. Since the beginning of
Yoruba civilization, Villages communicated with each other by beating a goatskin drum
to cover vast distances.
The drum's nightly beating so perturbed the Awujale that he consulted the Ifa
Oracle to answer his questions. These drum patterns indicated that the neighboring
kingdoms were under attack. The Abore (chief priest) would proceed with the divination
in which both parties would sit on the ground irrespective of status. All Ifa devotees were
all equal in the eyes of God, Olodumare. At every reading, the priest would throw the
opele on a tray of sand. The pattern in which the opele falls reveals the individual's
fortune based on the two hundred and fifty-six holy Odu of the Ifa Oracle. The opele is a
divination chain with eight half-shells – four on each side. The Odu are sacred scriptures
which were handed to Orunmila by Olodumare. Orunmila was the messenger that
delivered these holy verses to the Oduduwa, the progenitor of the Yoruba nation. An
Abore would usually study the Ifa religion for about sixteen years or more before being
certified as a diviner. In the Ifa religion, age was usually not a determining factor within
the ranks of devotees. A child could be further along in his Ifa journey than a forty-yearold man.
Abore proceeded with the divination, and the opele fell in a strange pattern. This
pattern was one of the two hundred and fifty-six holy Odu. Ifa revealed through one of
the Odu that the Amunisin would come to the village and that their reign would be long
and burdensome; still, the Yoruba nation would survive.
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"What must we do to appease Ifa?" Awujale asked.
"There are no sacrifices you can make to prevent their coming, although there is
something that can be done to make the white man's reign more bearable and possibly
hold them off for a few months."
"What can we do so that we may survive this ordeal?" Awujale asked for a second

time, eager to get a response.
"You must make a sacrifice of a goat and slit the carcass into four parts and place
them at the four cardinal points of the kingdom. Although this will slow the white man's
coming, it is only a taste of worse things to come."
"What could be worse than what the Oracle just revealed?" Awujale thought to

himself.
Eager to hear more, Awujale stayed silent and allowed Abore to continue with his
divination.
"The Amunisin would leave after sixty years, but before they do, they would hand
over their mandate to the Arewa nation who would continue to rule and oppress the
Yoruba indefinitely."
"It cannot all be doom and gloom?" Awujale asked.
In the Ifa religion, it is said that the reason why we consult Ifa daily is that
fortunes continuously change. The fortunes of Ijebuland were about to change; the
Awujale would be forced to muster up all his men and attempt to repel these meddlers.
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Ijebuland was strategic because of the arable farmland, which was suitable for the
cultivation of cash crops such as rubber, kola, and lumber. These cash crops would help
the British further their interests in the West African region. Yorubaland fertile was a
strategic location to build a rail line to transport cotton and peanuts from Northern
Nigeria down to Lagos' swampy creeks for export. I suppose that disunity was our
Achilles heel as Yoruba people. That was what made it easy for the oppressor to divide
and conquer Yorubaland. We lacked a common identity as Yoruba people, and our
enemies continued to play on our weakness.
When the Amunisin came, they saw fishermen at the Lagos lagoon's shores who
seemed to have different tribal markings on their faces. These men fished for their daily
sustenance and would only batter for other goods with whatever extra fish they caught.
The tribal marks on the fishermen's faces looked different. Still, the amunisin soon
realized that although these men were from different tribal subsets, they could understand
each other through a common language and shared cultural identity. Through a translator,
the Amunisin must have inquired about each of the fishermen. I assume the conversation
might have sounded like this:
"Who is he?" they inquired?
"Ooh, that is Mefonlaiye the Ijesha man."
"And him over there?"
"That is Garuba. He is an Ilorin man."
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It never occurred to these fishermen that the Amunisin would assert their dominance by
exploiting their differences. All the various Yoruba tribal subsets saw themselves as
indigenes of their respective towns and kinships rather than Yoruba as their identity. In
the same vein, black people see themselves in the same plight today and forget that we all
have more in common than what makes us different.
"How come you can understand each other? Could it be that you speak a common
language?" The white man asked.
The fishermen tried to explain to the white man that they all spoke different dialects of
the same language. These fishermen saw themselves as indigenes of their cities and
villages first, and secondly, Yoruba as their tribal affiliation. Sometimes the true meaning
behind one's words gets lost in translation.
The white man did reconnaissance missions and determined that the Royal Niger
Company would be a profitable undertaking for Her Royal Majesty, Queen Victoria. The
Royal Niger Company was Nigeria's name before its amalgamation in 1914 by Lord
Lugard. Nigeria, as we know it, was formed as a result of British interests. The white man
and his Queen would have to devise another means of getting what they wanted from the
uncivilized and unlettered Africans. Yorubas were too busy fighting with one another to
notice that their lands were being pillaged and plundered. It was daylight robbery; we had
sight but no vision. The British had a plan and had taken all the Yoruba strongholds, such
as Ijesha, Oyo, Ife, Badagry, and Eko (Lagos).
The Awujale would try his best to repel the British invaders, but in 1897
Ijebuland fell to cannon fire and Enfield rifles' thunderous sounds. The first bullet fired
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on that fateful day would signal the beginning of the Imagbon war. The clouds were
burdened with smoke. The tension in the air was so thick that it could be cut with a knife.
The British had superior firepower and outgunned the Ijebu Army. The Ijebu army only
had Dane guns, and their traditional ifunpa charms (war amulets) would be all too futile
to stage a resistance. The Awujale and his men could not fend off the invaders.
Shortly after the fall of the Ijebuland, the oppressors forced the Awujale to sign a
treaty he could not read. The Awujale would not be privy to the treaty's details. The white
man had succeeded with their plan, and the revelations of the Abore had come to pass.
The Awujale succumbed to British pressure and complied with every single one of their
demands. The second part of the prophecy would not occur during that Awujale's
lifetime. Mariamo Ibidere, my great grandmother, would also not live to see Nigeria's
independence or the eventual handover of Yoruba destinies to the Hausa and Fulani tribe
(Arewa).
Time and time again, the white man learned to divide Africans and black people
by extension. They deposed Oba Ovonramwen in the Benin Kingdom and installed a
stooge in the person of Obaseki. Obaseki was a commoner who had no affiliation to
Benin's ruling houses; he was a usurper who had ascended a throne that did not belong to

him. They played the same game with Jaja of Opobo and exiled him to a faraway island
to live the rest of his life in regret. They tried the same tactics in the Ashanti kingdom
when they banished Prempeh the Asantehene in Ghana and tried to steal his golden stool
– the mandate of his leadership and, by extension, the very essence of Ashanti spirituality
and culture.
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Was it not the same Amunisin that started the Atlantic slave trade, which resulted
in a whole race of people in the United States having their roots or tribal affiliation
erased? A country of origin is a fictional concept that the white man imposed on us. In
the same vein, some African Americans look down on Africans from the motherland as if
we aren't the same. We are a race divided. Some black people believe that Africans are
the traitors who sold them and their bloodline to the slave traders. While that may be
partly true, I think the real bone of contention is how we've become this divided as a
people.
Why is it that black people believe more in a God that resembles the hue of their
oppressors and captors? Why is it that African culture and beliefs seem undesirable to
some black people in the United States? Why do I get condescending looks from black
and white people when I wear my tribal attire? The disdain on people's faces is audible to
the deaf and visible to the blind when I walk past in my dashiki. I once had to give myself
a sniff test to ensure I wasn't covered in cow dung. I believe that before you can control a
group of people, you must convince them that everything they stand for is inferior – the
color of their skin, hair, and facial features.
Could it be that the Amunisin knew that they would have to crack our psyche and

make us loathe the crowns of locks that grow out of our head? The same locks that the
oppressor views as unprofessional and unkempt. They make our women conform to their
own standard of beauty to feel more comfortable around them. We were made to loathe
our skin's hue so much that some people would not hesitate to chemically bleach it to be
closer to the white man's complexion. In that same line of reasoning, I think that is why
the black man loathes himself and has imposter's syndrome even when he is more than
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qualified than his counterparts. I feel that racism, both covert and overt, is wrong. The
only thing worse than racism is a black man with no knowledge of self. We must return
to our religion, culture, and values.
Africans were stolen, stripped of their identity, and forced to bear Caucasian
names with no meaning to them as enslaved people. Every Yoruba name has meaning. A
person's destiny is often attached to the names they answer to. A Yoruba proverb says -Oruko rere san ju wura ati fadaka lo, which means; A good name is better than silver and
gold. When a Yoruba woman is about to give birth, the child's parents would consult the
Ifa Oracle to know what kind of child was coming into the world. Questions about his
occupation, good or bad fortunes, are posed to the Oracle.
When my maternal grand aunt, Sinotu Oshinowo, gave birth to her son

Olayiwola, my mother told me that Sinotu went to inquire about her newborn child's
fortunes. The oracle revealed that Olayiwola would have to choose a career that involved
the use of metal. With that revelation, Olayiwola would have to give yearly offerings to
the god of iron, Ogun, in exchange for success in his transport business. My grand aunt
was a thriving textile trader, so she had funds at her disposal. She started a transport
company with her son, Olayiwola, serving as the manager of Oshinowo transport. The

company grew from strength to strength and was the most successful transportation outfit
before and after Nigeria's independence. For black people both at home and abroad, we
must have a knowledge of self before we can further our communities' progress. Religion
is one way; another is to teach ourselves and our offspring that slavery was not the
beginning of black history but only a part of it.
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I Don't See Color
The phrase I don't see color is a tool some white people use to deflect from the
issue of racial justice and the mistreatment of minorities. If they were to be honest with
themselves, I think they will realize that black and brown people do not experience the

same luxuries1.
I must confess that although I experienced racial bias and racism before moving
to the United States, I felt that it did not affect me directly. In hindsight, I was selfish not
to educate myself about systemic racism and the ever-widening wealth gap. I didn't
understand what some black people were angry. I felt my fair share of racism, so I knew
about the concept and how it affected the way people viewed me. Imagine having to tone
down your blackness so that another set of people can feel comfortable. Anytime I visit
any of my friends in any of the semi-rural counties in Georgia, I have to remind myself to
keep to the speed limit and lower the volume on my stereo so that the cops have no
excuse to pull me over. As a black man in the South, it almost seems to me that I am a
second-class citizen. I feel like a second-class citizen not only because I am black but
because I am an African immigrant trying to reap the fruits of a land where I have not
sown. African Americans built this great nation, but it seems like a majority of them who
live in big cities like Atlanta always get a smaller piece of the American pie. Every job I
have worked at in Atlanta has never been enough to pay my bills. I totally understand
when people who know me wonder about how I can afford to live alone in a decent
apartment.
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I once had a fellow resident at ask me if I lived there. The apartment was located
in Midtown Atlanta. The building had elevators and big triple glazed windows. The
windows were wide enough to let in warmth during the day and thick enough to drown
out the busy city center traffic noise. For the most part, I did not know the neighbors on
my floor except for the faces I saw as I met on the elevator. It was almost midday when I
saw my white neighbor coming back from her morning run. I noticed that this white
woman was looking around as if to insinuate that I was following her. She probably
thought I was one of the perpetrators she saw on the nightly news. In her mind, I was a
young black man trying to break into her posh apartment. She never imagined that a
black man could afford to live there. As she drew closer and closer to the door, she ran in
and closed the door from the inside. As sensitive as I was, I couldn't help but notice what
she said, or should I say, didn't say. I never said a word to her; on the contrary, I would
let my key fob do the talking.
I placed my key fob on the door sensor and walked into the lobby of my
apartment building. As a big and tall black man, I had to be cautious because I fit the
perpetrator's description based on my skin color more often than not. I could not fault her,
though; I watched the nightly news, and the people whom the news portrayed as
criminals were often young black men. I had to stop watching the local news because it
reinforced the stereotype that black men are to be feared and avoided at all costs. If I
could talk to any white person willing to listen, I would tell them that my skin color is not
a choice; it isn't something I can hide or decide to hang up in a closet when it suits me. It
influences how people treat me, where I can live, how much I get paid, and the
opportunities I can get in America.
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On the contrary, I think the type of discrimination people face in Nigeria is based
solely on class. Nigeria is a country where being poor is a criminal offense. Police have
been known to round up innocent youth walking by the roadside to generate bail money
for their superiors. The more money and influence you have in Nigeria, the better the
opportunities you get. Before coming to the United States, I never had to think twice
before I went to an upscale neighborhood or went to a bar in Lagos' highbrow area. My
only consideration would be if I had enough money to cover my bills or if frolicking with
friends was a top priority for me at that time.
Injustice in America has been present since the slave trade and still occurs in
modern times. In modern times it may be more covert than overt. Although I must say
that if someone had a skin color problem, I would prefer they were upfront. I think that
was why I never could open up to my white classmates or make friends with them outside
of school or work. I just feel that some of my white acquaintances have questionable
motives.
I was once working for a film company as a production assistant. Our job was to
shuttle the A list actors on set back and forth from the base and perform any other menial
tasks that the production manager instructed. There were four of us, Tia, Chad, Braxton,

and I. Tia stood out to me as a hard worker. She hard ebony colored skin and I almost
thought she was Gambian or Sudanese, her melanin was radiant. Braxton was an older
African American gentleman. Tia and me tried not to overload him with work because he
had a bad knee. Chad was white.
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Although it was said to be a half-day shift, the work was stressful and usually
about sixteen hours. It almost seemed that I would have no social life for the duration of
production. Hanging around my coworkers for that amount of time, it was only right that
we started to engage in more in-depth conversations. Chad stood out to me as I initially
thought that he formerly in the military he was cleanly shaved and had a high-top fade.
He barked out orders as if we weren't receiving the same wage. I moved close to him and
asked why he had assumed the role of a taskmaster.
"Chad, were you once a military man?" I inquired.
"No, I was never in the military."
Deep down, I suspected he was very insecure and probably wanted everyone to think he
was as tough as nails. I kept poking and poking until he let the cat out of the bag.
"I was formerly an Atlanta Police Department officer," Chad yelled out.
"What made you quit, or are you on a break?" I asked.
Well, I knew that Chad had something to hide; I just did not know what it was. He
threw around flimsy stories of how his superiors didn't like him and how they were out to
sabotage his dreams of climbing the APD ranks. I knew he wasn't ready to divulge the
real reason why he was fired. I decided to let time reveal all that was hidden.
During the second week of production, my other coworkers and production crew
started to pull me to the side, one after another, asking me if I had noticed Chad's obvious
character flaw. Not wanting to be a confrontational person or gossip, I shut down those
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conversations and feigned ignorance. Chad would use his closeness to the movie director
to get off early and waltz around the set as he pleased, leaving Tia and myself to pick up
the slack. In the third week of production, I realized that Gabe had "designated" another
production assistant to drive his van. It seemed odd, but no one knew who instructed the
other driver to fill in. The next day when I went to fill up the vans with gas, I noticed that
the van had a dent on the back door. The mark on the door looked as if the van backed
into a wall.
Through due diligence, I realized that it must have been Chad who backed the van
into the wall. He didn't want to drive the following day because he knew that he would be
responsible for the damage. By designating Braxton to do his work, he could hide the fact
that he had been reckless and backed into a wall. Usually, business insurance would
cover such damage.
The Unit Production Manager instructed me to fill out an incident form despite
the fact that I drove the same van throughout the duration of filming. I wondered what
Chad had told them at the office, although I knew that Tia and Braxton would not accuse
me of something I didn't do. After all our production manager's attempts to get the three
black employees to come clean, the production executives realized that it was Chad who

backed the van into a wall. The production team pulled up camera footage from the
neighboring building, and the truth was revealed.
Chad went on to bump into two more cars, and eventually, he wrecked the camera
car. I could not believe that he was never fired; I want to attribute the lack of
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consequences to his skin color. Some people are more willing to forgive when the fault is
from someone with a lighter skin tone.
Chad got ample opportunity to make mistakes that endangered lives and property
on set. The same opportunities that a black person on set would not get. Chad got out of
doing the most tedious tasks by giving the flimsiest excuses.

"You can go ahead and start loading the van without me; I need to head to the
production office."
We all knew the "production office" was an excuse for him to go to his car and do
everything but the work he needed to do. Tia and I now had to do extra work for the same
pay. I couldn't stand up for myself because I was living in the United States on borrowed
time. I could not demand better working conditions and increased pay because I needed
the money, and complaining about the job would get me fired. I didn't have any
unemployment checks, food stamps, or stimulus package to fall back on. I had to make
the best out of my circumstances.
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Nigeria
While I was studying for my undergraduate degree, my mum visited Atlanta, and
during her stay here, she asked me to drive her to see her friend, Iheoma, in Buford,
Georgia. I happily obliged, and we set out for Buford at noon. We arrived at Iheoma's

house shortly after 2 pm. My Mother, Iyiola, and Iheoma were classmates at Queen's
College in Lagos, Nigeria. In the early '70s, Nigeria was more cohesive, and my mother
and Iheoma had the opportunity to intermingle with girls from every tribe in Nigeria.
Admission to Queen's college was based on merit rather than connections or nepotism.
Some of my mother's classmates became politicians, ambassadors, captains of industry,
and people of great repute.
Iheoma and her husband Onyeama had done well for themselves by American
standards. Their house was well lived in, and all their children were off to college. My
mother and Iheoma talked in the kitchen, catching up on old times while I sat in the living
room, pretending to watch a television show that I wasn't really interested in. Dinner was
served, and I ate what was served out of kindness. The quail and vegetables had little to
no flavor, but I understood that older people had to watch their sodium intake. It was after
dinner that Onyeama asked me what I was studying. I told him that I was studying digital
film production and postproduction. Onyeama asked me if I had any other interests, and I
told him that I was a musician and a disk jockey.
"That's fascinating, I saw your eyes light up as soon as I asked that question,"
Onyeama said.
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We talked about a few Nigerian B-list musicians such as Endia, Young -L, and
Chopstix. I was surprised that he even knew who they were because people of my
mother's age were usually not interested in Afro-pop. Onyeama showed me his iPod with
a sizeable music collection from younger Nigerian artists. The conversation took another
turn when I started to ask questions about the Nigeria of his youth, where he had studied,
and what made him decide to move to America.
"Nigeria is a lost cause. When I was younger, I used to ride power bikes across
the length and breadth of Nigeria; we would go from Port Harcourt to Jos to attend Night
parties with friends; how many youths can go to a neighboring state right now?"
Devoid of any opinion, I looked at Onyeama. I envied how much freedom he had
in the '70s and wondered what that freedom felt like. Based on my first eighteen years in

Nigeria, I knew that such freedoms no longer exist. As a teenager, my mother never
attended family occasions in the village because of bandits and corrupt police officers. I
thought that she lived life too cautiously, but now in my late twenties, I know why she
was cautious.
Our family house in the village was located in Ijebu Omu in Ogun State, Nigeria.
It was practically sub-rural. Red dusty roads with the occasional goat and cow strolling
past the middle of the road with reckless abandon. I was always adventurous, and I would
spend weekends with my grandmother because I knew she liked to visit our relatives
every weekend. I preferred village life because of the slow pace. On our weekend trips,
my grandmother would stop at the roadside kiosks to buy smoked antelope and
grasscutter meat. With this meat, she would prepare efo-riro (vegetable stew)
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accompanied by freshly made fufu (fermented cassava pudding). She used to tell me that
when she was younger, the kiosks were unmanned, and stones were usually placed beside
each item to indicate the price. Any prospective buyer would then place the naira
equivalent under the stones and take the items. Such honesty is few and far between in
Nigeria today. If the stone system were used today, I can assure you that the stones,
goods, and table would be stolen in the blink of an eye.
The state of corruption and insecurity in Nigeria makes me wonder if there was
ever a time when Nigeria worked for its citizens. Onyeama used our commute as an
example. He said that Pentecostalism gained a foothold in Nigeria because its citizens
didn't have a conducive environment to achieve their dreams.
"The distance from Atlanta to Buford is about the same as a commute from Lagos

to Shagamu. Did you have to fast and pray before you set out for our house today?"
"No", I replied.
"It's because you live in a country where you do not have to pray against accidents
and bandits on the highway, the United States is a place where the citizens benefit, and
things work to a certain extent."
I couldn't fault his reasoning as most of the things he was saying were true. Nigeria lacks
proper roads, healthcare and gainful employment for the youth. Rich Nigerians would
rather set up more churches than invest in factories. How can we pray for rains when we
did not sow our seeds at the right time? How can we make Nigeria a great nation when
we idolize foreign products and religions?
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The Nigeria of the '60s is long gone. I saw the decay plaguing Nigeria firsthand
when I visited the Nigerian embassy on Roswell Road in Atlanta. I went to the Nigerian
embassy with a friend to get a letter for a passport extension that would enable her to
apply for a flight attendant job. We arrived at 9 am and proceeded to the entrance, where
a Hispanic security guard greeted us. The embassy was located in a high brow area of
Atlanta, and although the building was decent, the interior was dated. The paint on the
walls was a mint green color. The chairs were supposed to wine color, but they had faded
and turned pink. The state of the building's décor was an indication of Nigeria's past
glory. The official that we came to see was outside talking to his acquaintances. We had
my friend wait for him in his office.
As an unwritten rule in all government agencies, you can always get what you
want if you are willing to pay twice the price and grease other palms along the way. In
Nigeria, everything is great if you are ready to pay a bribe. The embassy official told my
friend to buy a blank money order and hand it to him for the passport extension. This
money order fee would be different from the official price for the passport extension. I
feel that the Nigerian diplomats at the embassy were leveraging the fact that they had
immunity within the embassy's four walls. Suddenly, I felt like I was back in Nigeria
where cash is king, and the rule of law is for the morally upright.
The embassy in Atlanta was just as corrupt as the passport office in Ikoyi. While
at the embassy on Roswell I started to remember my experience at the Ikoyi passport
office in Lagos. In December 2014 right after I got my F1 visa for my undergraduate
program, I booked a ticket to travel to the United States the following day to begin. As I
inspected my travel documents, I discovered that my passport needed to have at least
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three months of validity to be admissible at the border. I had to get a new passport, and I
needed it fast. Every second that passed seemed to be a race against the clock. I started to
feel like a Tuareg spilling precious drops of water in the middle of the Sahara Desert.
I made a call to my adopted uncle to see if he had any connections in the customs
service. My adopted uncle, Mr. Uthman, was a fixer of sorts. He had worked for my
mother for about 15 years at that time, and I considered him more like family. In Nigeria,
as long as you are willing to pay three times the regular price, government workers will
happily expedite any requests. Mr. Uthman had a brother in the immigration service,
through his brother. Mr. Uthman connected me to an immigration officer named Mr.
Dajan. Mr. Uthman was from the Northern region of Yorubaland. His village was in
faraway Kwara state. Kwara is located in the semi-arid region of Nigeria. Kwara is
littered with reminders of former Islamic colonization by the Hausa tribe, who
intermarried with Yoruba royalty. Mr. Uthman was a Muslim, but that didn't make him
any less close to the family. The Yoruba are very tolerant people. It is not uncommon to
find the three major Nigerian religions in the same family. Some family members may be
traditionalists, others Muslim, and the rest Christian. I still consider him as my family,
although we are not blood-related.

The next day, I woke up early and made the necessary preparations to go to the
Ikoyi passport office. The office was in a state of disrepair due to the lax maintenance
culture that plagues the Nigerian government. It was a compound with brick walls,
unpaved roads, and a courtyard with a few shrubs that served as "flowers." The
immigration service set up a carport to house customers who couldn't pay a bribe for
expedited service.
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As I walked towards the main building, I realized that I was one of the privileged
few who had an opportunity to leave the country. International travel was a luxury that
most Nigerians could not afford. How can the cost of a passport be higher than the
summation of one's monthly wage? The minimum wage in Nigeria was so low that most
employers give their staff loans to cover basic necessities like transportation and housing.
The loan is deducted from their salary in monthly payments. In a country where there is
no credit system for the common man, this is the only way to ensure that people can
afford yearly rent. Landlords in Nigeria charge their tenants annually. The passport office
is the first port of call for any Nigerian looking to leave the country searching for greener
pastures.
There is a silver lining. Nigerians have consistently remained very optimistic. Our
Nigerian optimism is rooted in the belief in the Nigerian dream. Most Nigerians believe
that an uneducated villager can make it to the big leagues by relocating to the city and
mingling with society's crème de la crème. I think that if you can make it in Lagos, you
can make it anywhere. The belief In the Nigerian dream fosters the never-ending brain
drain. The best and the brightest of Nigeria's working class have all emigrated, Onyeama
was an attorney and his wife Iheoma was a pediatric doctor. Talented doctors, lawyers,
and other professionals have abandoned the country for countries where their talents are
wanted, needed, and appreciated.
Here I was in Mr. Dajan's office, skipping the line, cheating my fellow Nigerians
who left their houses at the crack of dawn. Mr. Dajan was a Northerner, but the fact that I
greased his palm made me kin. Dajan was ready to overlook Northern tribalism because
of a bribe.
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"You are Adefolaju?" he asked.
"Yes, Sir!"
"Alright, feel at home. Do you need any refreshments?" Dajan said in a thick,
Fulani accent.
In Nigeria, the Northerners run most of the armed forces and government
services. When the Yoruba and Igbo sent their children to universities both home and
abroad, the Northerners sent theirs to military, police, and government service training
colleges. Southerners born before 1960 believed that it was only unruly children who
joined the military or worked for the government. Southern parents believed that their
children deserved to be industry captains in private businesses.

Mr. Dajan called me into the VIP room, where he took my fingerprints and
passport photograph. I returned to his office anxiously waiting for my passport to board
my 11 pm flight. I was heading for the exit leaving my fellow Nigerians to languish in a
country where human rights were nonexistent. Was I wrong for deciding to place my
dreams and aspirations before that of my fellow Nigerians? Most Nigerians would jump
at such opportunities without thinking twice.
Two years into my undergraduate degree, I was on holiday visiting Nigeria when
I decided to visit my father at his office on the mainland. To get out of the subdivision, I
would have to drive past an unmotorable section of the road on Admiralty way. There
was construction work going on at a house at the junction. The constant traffic from the
trucks delivering building materials tore up that section of road. I drove on the wrong side
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of the road many times. Still, on that day, as fate would have it, I noticed that members of
the Rapid Response Police Unit drew closer and closer to the car I was driving in.
Everyone knew what they were up to, but I was far too naïve as a new returnee from the
United Kingdom. Having lived in Leeds for four years, my street smarts were starting to
wear off. The roadside tire shop owners or vulcanizers as Nigerians call them were on
the side of the road, ready to make a killing from the law-abiding citizens who drove on
the right side of the road riddled with sharp stones and nails. It was the end of the rainy
season, and the constant downpour in the area had turned the road to rubble. It probably
wasn't constructed properly to start with. I was driving my late grandmother's Toyota
Yaris sedan, and I knew the tires would not hold up to the rigors of that particular section
of road. The police officers got down from their power bikes and demanded that I come
out for the car.
I squinted to read the name in his uniform. I was able to see that he was the
officer in charge.
"Hold it there, stop!" Inspector Balogun said as he cocked his Kalashnikov rifle
and slammed his hand against the roof of my tiny sedan.
I wanted to zoom off, but something within me knew that he was ready to shoot
me at the slightest chance of a provocation.
"You are going to tell me why you decided to break the law," he screamed as I
perceived the smell of ogogoro (local gin) in his breath.
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I cracked my window because I didn't want him to drag me out of the car. Again, I
contemplated driving off. My palms were sweaty. I started scrolling through my phone,
thinking about who to call.
"If you move, I'll waste you, and nothing with happen."
"Well, I didn't want to puncture my tire, so I drove on the other side of the road," I

said to Balogun as if that would diffuse an already tense situation.
I was scared, but I knew that if I showed any signs of weakness, Inspector Balogun, his
hungry cohorts, would take me to the cleaners.
"Let me help you, or do you want me to take you to the station?" Inspector
Balogun said to me like he was doing me a favor.
It didn't seem so at that moment. I knew that he was not interested in helping anyone but
himself, lining his pockets with the bribe he intended to get from me. We negotiated back
and forth and settled on ten thousand Naira, or so I thought.
"Do I look like a beggar? What do I want to do with ten thousand Naira? There
are four of us here, make it twenty." Balogun demanded.
"Please, Sir, let me give you fifteen for your trouble."
Balogun agreed, and him and his men followed closely behind me to the nearest
atm. I wanted to think that I escaped the chaos that might have happened that day
although I know that many other Nigerian youths were languishing in cells across Lagos
for infractions less serious than mine. I admit that I was part of the problem. What should
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I have done? I had no other option but to play ball. My life was in danger, and I did not
want to involve anyone else in my ordeal. I could easily have called any of my friend's
parents in the neighborhood who were retired military officers. It would only take one
phone call. I had to give Inspector Balogun and his men "something for the weekend."
That is a small vignette in the photo album of Nigerian corruption.
My encounter with Inspector Balogun was the kind of inconvenience Onyeama,
Iheoma, and their children would not have to experience by living abroad. Although
black people experience a different reality in America, I feel that the likely hood of being
held at gunpoint by the police and robbed would never happen in America.
As time passed, I began to see why Nigerian youth preferred to live in America
instead of returning home. As a foreign student, there was really no way for me to adjust

my status. If I was to stay in Atlanta legally, I would have to change my immigration
status. I was on a student visa, and the likelihood of getting a work visa was slim to none.
At that time, the Trump administration kept closing all the immigration loopholes that
people like me could use to attain a green card.
America's allure is irresistible to people who like the finer things in life.
Onyeama and Iheoma knew that although their dreams could have been achieved in
Nigeria, it would take longer and be much harder. We all know that palms must be
greased before anything gets done in Nigeria. They decided to start a family and build
their businesses in a country where there is steady electricity, clean water, and security of
life and property. The credit system gives people a false sense of security.

65

I decided that my dream could be built in a Nigeria where things worked. I have
to return to Lagos because that is what I must do. I have no other choice. As my parents
get older, I want to make sure they get the best care. I want to live in a country where I
don't have to battle with constant immigration law changes, depending on how the
commander-in-chief is feeling at that moment. I am living on borrowed time in America,
and with each passing day, the urge to remain here continues to fade away.
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